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Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Rambursy and 
Teaumont. 

Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my 
Lords. 

Dolpb. Monte Cheaal : My Horfe, £^r/*f Lac quay ; 
Ha. 

Orleance. Oh braue Spirit. 

Dolpb. Via les ewes cr terre. 

Orleance. Rien puis le air (fr fen. 

T)olpb. CV/#,Coufin Orleance. Enter Con ft able. 

Now my Lord Conftablc? 

Confi. Hearkc how ourStcedes, for prefent Seruicc 
neigh. 

Dolph. Mount them, and make incifion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes, 
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage : ha. 

Ram. What,wil you haue them weep our Hories blood? 
How fhall we then behold their natural! tcares ? 
Enter UWeffenger. 
CMefleng. The Englifh arc embattail'd, you French 
Peeres. 

Confi,, To Horfe you gallant Princcs^ftraight to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and ftarued Band, 
And yourfaire (hew fhall fuckawviy theii Soules, 
Leauing them but the fhalcs and huskes of men. 
There isnotworke enough for ail our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in ail their fickly Veines, 
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftaync, 
That our French Gallants (hall to day draw our, 
And fhcath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-tumc them. 
'Tis pofitiue againft all exceptions, Lords, 
That our fuperfluous Lacquies.and our Pefants, 
Who in vnneceffarie action fwarme 
Abouc our Squares ofBattaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 
Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, 
Tooke ftand for idle fpcculation : 
But that our Honours muft not. What's to fay * 
A very little lutle let vs doe, 
And all is done : then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note to mount : 
For our approach fhall fo much dare the field, 
That England fhall couch downc in fearc,and yee!d. 

Enter Graundpree. 
Crandpree.Why do you flay fo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Hand Carrions, defperatc of their bones, 
Ill-fauorcdly become the Morning field : 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loofe, 
And our Ay re fliakes them paffing fcornefully. 
Bigge CHars feemcs banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beucrpeepes. 
TheHorfemen fit like fixed Candlesticks, 
With Torch-ftaues in their hand: and their poore lades 
Lob downc their heads, dropping the hides and hips : 
The gummedowne roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bitt 
Lyes foule with chaw'd-grafTejftill and motionlefle* 
And their executors, the knauifh Crowes, 
?lye o're them alUmpatient for their howre. 
Defcription cannot fute it felfe in words, 
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battailc, 
In life fo liueleffe,as it fhewes it felfe. 

Con ft. They haue faid their prayers, 
And they flay for death. 
Dolph.ShzW we goe fend them Dinners^and frcfli Sutcs, 
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And giue their fafting Horfes Prouende 
And after fight with them ? 

C»>ft. I ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the field.I will the Banner from aTn.™ 
And vfe it for my hafte. Come,co» e aw?" * h > 
The Sunne is high,and we out-wcare thed™ 

Enttr Gloftce/ler&dfordfxtter £ rti „„, 

ffejlmertand. h 
Glouc. Where is the King ? 
^Bcdf. The King himfelfe is rode toyi ew ^ 

mfi. Of fighting men they haue full threefo,, i 
fand. wco 'Ctliou 

Salub. Gods Armc ftnke with vs/tis a fear, J. ' 
God buy' you Princes all ; Tie to m v CharS °' 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen • 
Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford ' 
My dear? Lord Gloucefter,and my good Lord E 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all,adieu. 

^/.Farwdl good Salisbury & good luck p 0 with * 
And yet 1 doe thee wrong,to mind thee of it 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour 
Exe. Far well kind Lord: fight valiantly to dav 
Bedf. Heisas full of Valour as cfKindneffe 
Princely in both» * 
Enter the King. 
Weft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in Eflglaad 
Tiiat doe no worke to day. 

King. What's he that wifihes fo ? 
My Coulin Weftmerland. No,my faire Coqfm i 
If we arc markt to dye, we are enow 
To 3oe our Countrey lofle : and if to line, 
The fewer rnen,the greater (bare of honour, 
Gods will,! pray thee wifh not one man more, 
By Ioue y I am not couecous for Gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed vpon my co\\ : 
It y ernes me nor,if men my Garments wcarc ; 
Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 
But if it be a firme to couct Honor, 
I am the moft offending Soulc aliue. 
No'faith.my Couze,wifh not a man from England: 
Gods peace,I would not loofe fo great an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would flharc from me, 
For the beft hope I haue. O,doc not wifh onemore: 
Rather proclaimc it {Weftmerland) through myHoaft, 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fight, 
Let him depart,his Pafport fliall be made, 
And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfc : 
We would not dye in that mans companie, 
That feares his fellowflnp, to dye with vs. 
This day is calPd the Feaft of Crijpian • 
He that out- Hues this day,and comes fafe home, 
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rowfe him at the Name of Crifiian. 
He that fhall fee this day, and liue old age, 
Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours, 
And fay,to morrow is Saint frifyian. 
Then will he ftrip hisflceue,and (hew his skarres: 
Old men forget; yet all fhall be forgot : 
But hee'le remember, with aduantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then fliall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words, ^ 
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/r TZ^^c^Bedford and Exeter, 
*^*AT^\SM^ and gioucefier 
**? Sir flowing Caps frcfhly remembred. 
^^Si& goodmantUhisfonne: 
?lcrdi»e Criftian (hall ne re goe by 

«e in ic fhall be remembred ; 

happr few.we band of brothers : 
f he to day that fheds his blood wuh me, 
f II be my brother: be he ne're fo vile, 
£dayfnallgentiehi S Condition. 
; ^ Gentlemen in England,now a bed, 
T\\ thinke I the rfclues accurft they were not here; 
a d bold their Manhoods cheape,whilcs any fpeakes, 
Sit fouzht with vs vpon Saint Cripnes day. 
fhat Enter Salisbury. 

$dMy Soutraign Lord,beftow your felfe with fpeed; 
The French arc brandy in their battailcs fct,. 
Li will v/ith all expedience charge on vs. 

KiW' ^ things are ready,if our minds be fo. 

mi* Perifh the man,whcfe mind is backward now. 

ting. Thou do'fl: not wifh more hclpe from England, 

Cou^e? , , 

Weft. Gods vvill,my Liege,wouid you and I alone, 

without more heIpe,could^fight this Royall battailc. 
King. Why now thou haft vnwifht fine thoufand men: 

Which likes me better,rhen to wifh vs one. 

You know your places : God be with you alL 

Ticket. Enter JAontioj. 
Mont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfomc thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moftaffured Ouerthrovv: 
Forcertainly,thoti arc foneere theGulfc, 
Thou needs mult be engluttcd. Befides/m mercy 
TheConftable defires thee,thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repentance ; that their Soules 
May make a peacefull and a fwcet rctyre 
From off thefe fields: wherc(wretches)their poore bodies 
Muft lyeandfeftcr. 

King. Who hath fent thee now ? 

Mont. TheConftable of France. 

King. I pray thee beare my former Anfwer back : 
Bid them atchieuc me,and then fell my bones. 
Good God,why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liu'd,was kili'd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodyes fliall no doubt 
Find Natiuc Graues : vpon the which,I tru ft 
Shall witneffe liue in Bra(Te of this dayes worke. 
And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men,though bury ed in your Dunghills, 
They (hall be fam'd : for there the Sun fliall greet them, 
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The fmcll whereof fhall breed a Plague in France. 
Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh : 
That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 
Breakc out into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe, 
Killing in relapfe of Mortah'tie. 
Let me fpeake prowdly : Tell the Conftable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day : 
Our Gaynefle and our Gilt arc all befmyrcht 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 
There's not a piece cf feather in our Hoaft: 
Good argumcnt(I hope) we will not flyc : 


And time hath worne vs into flouenne. 
But by the Maffe,our hearts arc in the trim : 
And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 
They'le be in frefber Robcs,or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads, 
Andturnethemoutof feruice. If they doe this, 
As if God pleafe, they fliall ; my Ranfome then 
Will foonebcleuyed. 
Herauld.fauc thou thy labour: 
Come thou no more for Ranfomc 9 gentle Herauld, 
They fliall haue none,I fweare,but thefe my loynts: 
Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them, 
Shall yeeldthemlictle 3 tell the Conftable. 

Ment. Khzlljting Harry. And fo fare thee well : 
Thou neuer (halt heare Herauld any more. Exit. 

King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a 
Ranfome, 

Enter Torke. 

7orke. My Lord,moft humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue York** 
Now Souldiers march away, 

And how thou pleafcft God,difpofc the day. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Excnrftons. 
Enter Pijlollfreneh Souldier,Boy. 
1 Fifi. YecldCurre. 

French* le penfe quevonseftes leGentilhome debonqud- 

litee. 

Fiji, Qualtitiecalmiecuftureme.Art thouaGcntle- 
man ? What is thy Name ? difculTe. 
French. O Seigneur Diet*. 

Pift. O SignieurDcwefhouldbcaGentleman: per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur 
Dewe,thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Siguieur 
thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. O prennes miferccordie aye pitex, de mej. 
Vtft. Moy fliall not ferue,I will haue fortie Moyesrfor 
I will fetch thy rymmc out ac thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

Trench . Eft il impoffible d'efebapper le force de ton bras. 
Pift. Brafle,Curre?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, offer'ft me Braffe ? 
French. O perdonnemoy. 

Pift. Say'ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,aske me this flaue in French what is his 
Name. 

Toy . Eft out e comment eftes vous appeUc ? 
French. Momfteurle Fer. 
"Boy. He fayes his Name is M.Fer. 
Pift. U.Fer:l\e fer him^and firke him,and ferret him: 
difcuffe the fame in French vnto hin*. 

Toy. I doe not know the French for fcr,and fcrret,and 
firke. 

Tift. Bid himprepare,forI will cut his throat. 

French, ^ue dit il Mounfteur ? 

Toy. lime commande a vous dire que vous faite vctu 
prefty car ce foldat icy eft dijpofee tout afture de couppes voftre 

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge pcrmafoy pefant , vnltfle 
thou giue me Crownes,braue Crowncs^or mangled fbalt 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French. O h vous fuppliepour V amour de Dieu : mapar* 
donnerje fuis le Gentilhome de kon maifongardema vie : &Ie 
vofts donneray deux cent efcut. 

Pift. What are his words i 
' By He 


